THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

*That was very good, the soup and meat9 So she
quivered nervously, and said, 'Thank you,* and I managed
to talk to her. She was like most deaf people, in that her
terror of not hearing made her six times worse than she
actually was.

She spoke with a soft, strange accent, so I thought she
was perhaps a foreigner. But when I asked her she mis-
understood, and I had not the heart to correct her. I can
only remember she said her house was always full in the
winter, about Christmas-rime. People came for the winter
sport There were two young English ladies who always
came to hen

She spoke of them warmly. Then, suddenly afraid, she
drifted off again. I ate the omelet with cognac, which
was very good, then I looked in the street It was very
dark, with bright stars, and smelled of snow. Two village
men went by, I was tired, I did not want to go to the inn.

So I went to bed, in the silent, wooden house. I had a
small bedroom, dean and wooden and very cold. Outside,
the stream was rushing. I covered myself with a great
depth of feather-bed, and looked at the stars, and die
shadowy upper world, and went to sleep.

In the morning I washed in the ice-cold water, and was
glad to set out An icy mist was over the noisy stream,
there were a few meagre, shredded pine-trees. I had break-
fast and paid my bill: it was seven francs - more than I
could afford; but that did not matter, once I was out in the
air.

The sky was blue and perfect, it was a ringing morning,
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